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throng    Trapped!    There    is    nothing
drives men mad sooner than that thought.

"Trapped?   Yes,    and   cheated   too
Why did not Vitelli and Frederico tell us ?
Comrades,    we're    betrayed!"    shouted
Franz

" But, indeed, your honours, the fate of
one is the fate of all Your general will
fare no better than you/' quoth the ar-
mourer. " Though he, too, is a Spaniard."

"Ho, hot Will he not ? I see his
game, curse him, I see his game. He will
wait till the water comes, on the chance
that Alkmaar may fall* Then he and the
cavalry will run j But where shall we be,
comrades ' What does that matter to Don
Frederico' "

A murmur of assent ran round the crowd
The armourer said no more, but went
stolidly on with his work Tap, tap, tap,
his tools sounded through the confused
chatter of the crowd. He gave the dargger
back.

" The work is done, sir/* said he.

" And there is the pay/' quoth Otto, and
tossed him a ducat.